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The Old One-Two 


Author's Notes: 

Aha, who else but my buddy Dread Mind could've requested this? She knows better than anyone how my mind 
is occupied with this stuff and that | cannot resist a Dave and Ade hijinks story :). | sincerely hope it satisfies. 
Lots of love and Merry Ficmas! 


Dave scooted his blue plastic playing piece across the board as he counted each space he passed: "One, two, 


three, four. Yeah Green Give me a Science question” 


Adrian took a sip of his red wine, dutifully reached into the box of question cards and proceeded to read out 


loud to his friend as their wives Nathalie and Tamar looked on 
“What player squats three hundred times during a double header?" 
Dave furrowed his brow. "That's not a Science and Nature question It's more of a Sports question” 


"No, look.. ‘SN H's green" Ade held the question side of the card up to Dave's face. 


"Okay, okay. ‘What player." Dave repeated. "Shit, | can't even think of any baseball players’ names” 
Ade seemed to be suppressing a laugh. 

"| don't know, fuck. Wade Boggs," Dave ventured. "Thats just a guess.” 

"That's your answer? ‘Wade Boggs'?" 

Dave's tentative nod was met with a slow back and forth shake of Ade's head. 


"The answer is ‘The catcher'l" Ade exclaimed. "The catcher squats three hundred times during a double header, 


Davey, you twit. Oh, ‘Wade Boggs,’ my arse." 


"That was quite an unfair question | thought they wanted a name," Dave said, laughing now too. "I know damn 
well it's the catcher who squats three hundred times." 


"Wade Boggs isn't even a catcher.. he plays third base," Ade added, now clutching the edge of the table in 
laughter. 


“Alright. My turn," Nathalie proclaimed and rolled the die, the result permitting her piece to move to an orange 
space, actually, the hub of all orange spaces. "Oh, this one is for a piece of pie! Give me a nice easy orange 
question, babe, please," she requested. 


Ade, keeper of the question card box, delivered the next question, but not before giving his opinion. "Okay, this 
one should be easy for any of you drunks: ‘What vegetable usually provides the lush foliage in a Bloody 
Mary?" 


Without blinking an eye, Nathalie answered: "Celery," and reached proudly for the upturned box to retrieve her 


prize, the small orange wedge to insert into her playing piece. 
"Well done, honey," Ade murmured to her, embracing her waist and kissing her neck in congratulations. 


Dave wanted to nuzzle his wife, too. "Can you share one of your slices of pie with me, luv?" he asked Tamar, 


wrapping his arm around her. "I've only got the one brown one." 


"Look," Tamar said, pointing toward Ade's yellow playing piece with her half-empty wine glass. "Adrian's got all 
the pie pieces except the pink one." 


Each player sat up a little straighter as the tension mounted. If Ade obtained that coveted pink piece of pie, 
he'd win the game. This foursome had played more rounds of Trivial Pursuit on holiday over the years than 
they'd like to admit, but they kept it interesting with suitable rewards - and, conversely, punishments - for 


the winners and losers. Unless they were playing for money, the winner usually got a foot massage from their 


spouse, or full authority over the TV remote control for one night. Meanwhile, the loser would have to 


perform some outlandish or unpleasant act. 


Ade's next roll of the die resulted in a five, allowing him to slide into the center hub and therefore to select 


his own question category. 

"Ah, you should all be taking a lesson from my fine gamesmanship. I'll take a pink question, please," he asked and 
slid the question card box to Dave, who temporarily took over the question-reading responsibilities during Ade's 
turns. 

Dave pulled a card and read the question silently to himself as crickets chirped outside in the darkness. 


"Any day now," Ade muttered. 


"Hold that card down, Davey," Nathalie warned jokingly, pulling his wrist down toward the table. "Ade's trying to 
read the answer off the back." 


"That's an outrageous accusation," Ade protested. "| would never resort to such tactics." 
"Chipmunks'?" Dave read out loud from the card in a confused tone of voice. 


"Fucking christ, Davey! You're reading the wrong side of the card. That's the answer, not the question,’ Ade 
chortled. 


Dave flipped the card over and laughed at himself. "Oh, yeah, ‘Who are Alvin, Simon, and Theodbore..' Sorry, 


sorry. I'll get you a new card" 

"Don't worry about it, Dave," Nathalie said kindly. "He wouldn't have gotten that one anyway." 

"Bollocks," Ade countered. 

Dave couldn't remember the last time he'd won at Trivial Pursuit - perhaps he'd never won - but he had a 
good idea of what prize he'd certainly enjoy if he were to be the winner that night. A proper glimpse of 
Nathalie's huge tits, and her big soft pinkish-brown nipples. Dave had never actually seen them, but he could 
imagine that's what they looked like. She'd had a baby about a year ago but fuck if she hadn't gotten her 
figure back. She had always had big tits, but since the baby they looked even fuller, even more voluptuous.. 


"Davey." Ade slapped his palm on the table. "Ask me another question, properly this time, please." 


"Please excuse my husband, everyone," Nathalie said, petting the top of Ade's head. "He's got a terrible 
competitive streak. And he's drunk, too." 


Dave retrieved a fresh card. "Luck is on your side tonight, Ade," he hinted before reading the question. "A 


Beatles question.. ‘Who played bass guitar for The Beatles only for the group's four appearances in December, 
1960?" 


"Chas Newby," Ade exclaimed victoriously. "He was a mate of Pete Best, | believe." 
"Don't boast, babe," Nathalie teased and patted him on the knee. "We all know you're very clever." 
"Adrian wins by a nose!" Tamar proclaimed. 


"By a nose, | beg your pardon," Ade said, chuckling as he plunked a pink triangle into his playing piece. "I 
trounced the lot of you." 


With a nervous glance down at the board Dave realized he had the fewest pieces of pie in his playing piece. 


Perhaps he could sweep the entire remains of the game back into the box before anyone noticed.. 


"Sorry Dave, but it looks like you've lost. Again," Ade pointed out as he received a congratulatory kiss from his 
wife. 


"Maybe we should make him do the breakfast dishes tomorrow,’ Tamar suggested, giggling at the thought of 
her husband sweating over the sink in yellow dish gloves and a frilly apron. They were staying in a rented 
chalet up in Mammoth Lakes, California, and the kitchen was not equipped with a dishwasher. 


Ade's eyes travelled, along with Dave's, down to the dirty ashtray sitting on the table. 


Dave bolted upright in his chair. "No. Fuck you, Ade. lm not eating another cigarette butt, so you can just 
forget it" 


"I think Davey should have to sleep outside in the hammock," Ade proposed, grinning and squinting. 
Tamar came to her husband's rescue. "No. He'd be eaten alive by mosquitos." 

"Mosquitoes love me," Dave bragged. "My blood is delicious." 

"Hm, well, maybe he should sleep in the bathtub," Ade said with a laugh. 

"Babe, that's enough," Nathalie said. 


"| might as well sleep in the bathtub, actually," Dave said, patting Tamar's round seven-months-pregnant belly. 
"The bigger this baby gets, the less room there is for me in bed" 


‘| remember those days, mate," Ade said in sympathy. "And we're trying for another, so likely I'll be in that 


boat again soon too." 


Not yet a father himself, Dave already envied Ade and Nathalie's growing family. Before she got pregnant, 
Tamar had told Dave, using very firm and specific language, that she was only willing to suffer through having 


one baby. So this would be it for him. 


"Well, now that we've all taken it on the chin from my husband, and drank an entire vineyard in the process, | 


think it's time for bed," Nathalie announced. 
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After everyone else had turned in, Dave tiptoed into the kitchen, finding his way by moonlight and cursing 
under his breath when each step he took seemed to release a loud creak from the pine floorboards. Feeling 
vulnerable to spiderwebs, he kept his arms extended in front of him, attempting to bust through any newly 
built strands before they could sweep across his face. It wasn't a long distance to cover since the cabin was 


extremely cozy, just three small bedrooms and kitchen off a similarly small living room. 


His goal was to help himself to a few extra forkfuls of the leftover tiramisu that Nathalie had made earlier. 
He pulled open the fridge door, his mouth watering, but instead of finding that foiled-wrapped tray of sweet 


delicious fluffiness, there was only an empty space and a yellow scrap of paper with a note scrawled on it. 
Sorry, Dave, | ate all the leftover tiramisu. To the victor belong the spoils, etc. Love, H 


Adrian, that wanker! He just had to gloat endlessly over his bloody win at Trivial Pursuit. And now all the 
tiramisu was gone. Crumpling Ade's note into the trash, Dave had no choice but to grab a store-bought 
oatmeal cookie for his bedtime snack, a weak consolation, but better than nothing. 


As he approached his bedroom door, still munching his cookie, he heard a low rumble of laughter coming from 
Adrian and Nathalie's room, which was right next door. He's probably boring her to death reminiscing about his 
board game prowess, Dave thought with a chuckle. 


Tamar was out cold, lying on her back in their double bed, her half-bare pregnant belly protruding up in the 
air. She had insisted that drinking a glass of wine here and there in her third trimester to help her sleep 
wouldn't hurt the baby and he hoped she was right. 


Stripping down naked, Dave gingerly slid under the sheets on his half of the bed - or, more like his third of the 
bed, Tamar was taking up so much room. There was something about his wife's expanding belly that turned 
him on a little bit, truth be told. Round and swollen, it was almost like a giant tit, with her bellybutton as the 
ripple. Except her baby-filled abdomen wasn't soft like a tit - it was actually rather hard, he had discovered. 


Dave was sleepless, nagged by a vague horny feeling heating up his body. What with the close quarters of the 
cabin over the past couple days, Tamar's delicate condition, and all his porno mags and tapes left at home, he 


was getting a bit backed up. 


Tomorrow was going to be exhausting, he thought with a sigh, knowing that Adrian would surely be barging 


into their bedroom at TOI in the morning like a drill sergeant. Dave enjoyed trout fishing well enough - 
although he could never manage to outsmart as many fish as Ade did - but he didn't understand why they 
had to push off so damn early in the morning. He laughed silently to himself at the idea of Ade busting 
through the door, blowing his whistle and shouting "wake the fuck up! 


Sometimes Dave would get horny, extremely horny, just thinking about his own cock - what it felt like dangling 
heavily between his legs, or tightly enclosed inside his briefs - and how incredible it felt when he got to stroke 
it. At the moment it was feeling pretty good, not hard, not soft, a comforting weight resting against his thigh. 
He tapped at it gently with his middle finger through the sheet and felt it swell in response. 


Suddenly Adrian's lowered yet still deep voice came through the wall: "Ahh, | think my Trivial Pursuit skills got 
you all hot and bothered." 


Dave rolled his eyes in the dark. Smiffy, keeping the romance alive, he thought. Then he heard Nathalie's 


response, in a hoarse whisper but still very audible: "Ade, stop it” 
To Dave's ears, her tone sounded like she wanted exactly the opposite. 
"Dave and Tamar will hear," she went on. 


For some reason when Dave heard his name a surge of blood went straight to his cock He snuck his right 
hand under the covers and gave himself a firm squeeze. His left hand soon followed, sliding further down to 
cup and massage his balls. As he strained to hear more noises coming from next door, he rubbed his cock 
gently between his thumb and first two fingers, feeling it get harder and harder under his touch. 


A muffled moan drifted in from next door. Dave arched his back and spread his legs a little, giving his balls a 
firm tug as his stroked his cock. It wasn't long before he felt a dribble of wetness touch the edge of his 
thumb. He stopped for a moment to squeeze his cock again, forcing even more precum to ooze from the tip. 
Shivering with pleasure, he slid his foreskin back and forth through the warm slipperiness. 


He was getting so worked up that he had to start breathing through his mouth. 

It occurred to him that in his current position some crafty and repulsive spider might lower itself from the 
ceiling and drop into his opened mouth. To avoid falling prey to such a revolting scenario, he carefully pulled 
himself up into a sitting position with his back against the wall, his ears level with one of the cracks between 
the wall planks. 

His sense of hearing was more sensitive with his eyes closed.. 
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"Dave and Tamar can't hear us," Ade promised his wife as he scooted even closer to her under the blanket. 


"Our door is closed. Their door is closed" 


"| don't know, babe. It's awfully drafty in this cabin, so if air can get through, sound probably can too." 


The walls separating the rooms were nothing more than twelve-inch-wide planks of knotty pine, imperfectly 
nailed together since 1921, with plenty of tiny gaps in between. 


All things considered, Ade was feeling so aroused he didn't entirely care whether Dave and Tamar were 


listening or not. "Have you heard anything from their room?" he asked. 
"No. Not a thing," she conceded. 


"Well, there you go. And anyway, we've got important work to do," he reminded her, patting her flat belly in 
the darkness. "We have to try to put a baby in here." 


"Talking about putting babies inside my stomach.. is this what passes for dirty talk nowadays?" she asked, 
feigning wisttulness. 


According to the pocket calendar she carried in her purse, Nathalie was at the fertile midpoint of her monthly 
cycle. Her body seemed to innately know this somehow, drawing her toward her husband's body with an almost 
magnetic force. 

"Your wee egg is telling you something," Ade suggested. "You can't keep your hands off me today.” 

"Do we really need another baby?" she joked. "We already have a very nice one." 

Ade chuckled. "Remember when we made Dylan? We were shagging three, sometimes four times a day.’ 


| was astonished at how much sperm you always seemed to have available." 


"Unlimited supply, honey, and it's all for you." Ade found Nathalie's hand and guided it to his crotch, making 


sure the length of his hard-on pressed along the center of her palm. 


Using her fingertips, she traced the outline of his dick and balls through his tight briefs. "Uh-oh. Feels like it's 
time to unpack the bulge," she said playfully. 


"Turn the light on," Ade said. "I want to see you." 
Nathalie extended her arm to click on the bedside lamp, illuminating the head of the bed in a sphere of soft 
light. This was how Adrian imagined paradise - white pillows and naked skin, and his hand up Nathalie's skimpy 


nightie, rubbing her gently through her panties. 


‘lm still a little sore from this afternoon, actually," she noted. 


Ade seized on her admission. "Sore? What's sore, exactly?" he asked with a provoking gleam in his eyes. 
"You know." 
"Say it," he insisted, grinning devilishly. 


"My pussy is a bit sore, from when we fucked in the shower earlier," Nathalie said directly, putting a litte 
extra emphasis on the word fucked 


"Oh, | love hearing you say it. It makes my dick so hard" 

"Maybe if you rub it a little, it won't be sore anymore." 

"Rub what..2" he implored. 

Tugging down the elastic of his underwear, she slipped her small hand inside and wrapped it around his cock. 
Stroking him slowly, she said into his ear, "I want you to rub my wet pussy, and then | want you to put your 


cock inside me." 


Ade groaned and pushed the bottoms of his feet into the bed, raising his hips slightly as a cue for Nathalie to 
pull his briefs all the way off. 


Rolling toward her, he slipped his hand inside her panties and let his long fingers play over the outside of her 
pussy, stroking and pressing in slow circles. Sliding his middle finger into the warm slickness, he teased her, 
slowly rubbing the heel of his hand against her clit. 

"Mm, so wet," Ade observed. 


"It feels better now," she sighed. "Oh, yes, it feels so good" 


"You know," he mentioned as casually as he could while fingering his wife's pussy, "I never collected my prize 


for winning the game tonight" 

"This is your prize," she reminded him. 
"Can | have a blowjob as well?" 

"Do | ever say no?" 


"| think it would be well-deserved" 


"| quite agree." 


"After all, | won all six categories before anyone else had even gotten four.” 

Somewhat reluctantly but with a sly smile, he withdrew his hand from between Nathalie's legs and leaned back 
into his two pillows. His cock swelled when he felt the soft touch of her lips brush against the tip. Pushing his 
fingers through her silky thick mane of hair, he exhaled in pleasure when her tongue flicked at the sensitive 
spot on the underside of his shaft. 

"Oh, that feels good," Ade sighed, his hips already rocking gently. 

All he could do was groan, looking down in appreciation at his wife's beautiful face as she sucked him. She 


looked so sexy and natural with her long brown hair cascading down into his crotch. Each time she bobbed up 


and down it tickled his thighs. 

‘lm gonna come if you keep this up," Ade panted. 

"You can come, babe, but | think you should come somewhere else.." 

"What? Where? Outside in the hammock, perhaps," he laughed. 

| mean in here," she suggested, tapping her finger over the little strip of pink cotton covering her pussy. 
‘I'd be happy to," he said, pointing to her panties. "You'd better take those knickers off." 

First she pushed them down her legs and threw them aside, then pulled her nightie off over her head. When 
Ade saw the fleshy roundness of her creamy-smooth breasts jiggling in the warm summer air his mouth 
opened slightly. Laying eyes on those heavenly velvet globes always felt like the first time. 

His hard cock was standing up straight, aching for more contact. Now completely naked, Nathalie straddled 
Ade's crotch, letting her pussy rub against his warm shaft. Soft as silk but rock hard underneath, his dick 
glided up and down in the slipperiness between her swollen pussy lips. 

"That's it, rub yourself with my cock. Oh, fuck, Nat, you look so hot" 

Nathalie's breathing became more erratic as she continued humping Ade's cock, grinding her pussy harder 
against it. He reached his hand down to pinch her clit between his fingers and almost immediately her entire 
body began to tremble. Rubbing the tiny nub faster and faster, Ade began raising his hips to push his cock 
into the outside of her pussy. 

"Oh, god, yes, ohhhhh," Nathalie wailed, gasping and shaking as an orgasm ripped through her. 


"Wow, that was easy," Ade marveled. 
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Dave felt hot and wet all over. Humidity permeated the night air and Tamar's nearby body was emitting heat 
like a cast iron radiator. The pillow that he'd stuffed between his lower back and the wall had collected his 
body heat and become damp with sweat. His stiff cock, slippery from his own juices, was steadily dripping 


precum over his fingers and into his pubic hair. Even the inside of his cock felt agonizingly oozy and moist. 


He had been on the verge of exploding ever since hearing Nathalie tell Ade all about her "wet pussy" in that 
sultry Québécois accent of hers. Dave had no idea that his friend's charming and elegant wife had such a dirty 


mouth - it was so hot 


Had Dave been stroking himself at his usual late-night jerk-off pace he would've been fast asleep in a puddle 
of cum several minutes ago. Although desperate for a release, he was also transfixed by the activity going on 
in the adjoining bedroom, and determined to wait stealthily for the most opportune moment to relieve the 


pressure that had been building in his balls for the last three days. 


The slightest friction on his supersensitive cock sent intense waves of tingling all through his chest, arms, legs, 
even his hands and feet - all circling back into his rock-hard dick. He slid his first two fingers underneath the 
leaking, swollen head and just stroked it gently up and down, round and round. Anything more vigorous would've 


resulted in an instant orgasm. Tease and hold, rub and rest, squeeze and release.. nice and easy. 


Then, out of the darkness came Nathalie's orgasmic howl. At that, Dave's cock throbbed involuntarily and a 
small, single spurt of clear fluid gushed out of the tip. He winced and continued eavesdropping.. 
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"| want it inside me," Nathalie moaned, raising her body slightly to take ahold of her husband's cock and guide it 
to the opening of her pussy. 


Ade felt his thick cock being completely engulfed in warmth as it sunk into her. "Ahhhh," he sighed. Reaching 
for her shoulders, he pulled her down toward him until her big soft tits were hanging just inches from his 
face. He lifted his head slightly to lick her left nipple and take it into his mouth, sucking and nibbling until it was 
as hard as a little pebble. 


"Oh, that feels good," she moaned. 


"| love watching my dick disappear inside you, fuck," Ade hissed, thrusting his hips up to get his full length 
completely inside her. "Look at that sweet honey dripping out all over my dick, oh fuck" 


For a few moments the only sound in the room was the whisper of skin against skin. The muscles of Nathalie's 


pussy stroked and massaged Ade's cock as she rode him. 


"Do you have honey bees in there making all that delicious honey?" Ade asked, his face contorted with pleasure. 
"I think | feel a honey bee buzzing around my cock." 


She giggled. "Babe, don't make me laugh," she protested, swatting his shoulder. 
"Donnn't make me laugh," he intoned, imitating her. 


But she did laugh, pummeling his upper arms with her fists. "Ade, stop!" she cried, her pussy clenching tightly 


around his cock as she squirmed and snorted. 

‘Mmm, gimme some sugar, little honey bee," Ade went on, his toes curling in bliss. 

"Oh, my god" She couldn't stifle it, her sides starting to shake from giggling. 

"Who's your King Bee?" Ade persisted in his deepest voice. 

"Why do you always have to make me laugh with this nonsense in the middle of making love?" she pleaded. 


"I told you before," Ade explained breathlessly, "because it feels good on my cock when you laugh. And it makes 
your tits jiggle." 


"You... fucking mischief maker," she replied, leaning forward to rub her clit against his body. 

Ade's cock was throbbing, an orgasm tingling in his balls and working its way up his spine. In a flurry of 
passion, he seized Nathalie in a tight embrace, exhaling a lungful of hot breath into her hair. The soft 
fleshiness of her tits squashed deliciously against his damp chest. As she continued her small but steady 


movements, her insides stroking his dick incessantly, Ade knew he wouldn't be able to hold on much longer. 


Using what little momentum he could gather, he forced his legs downward into the mattress and flipped them 


both over with an explosive groan, giving Nathalie a forceful thrust to pin her down 
"Shhh," she implored, the bed still shaking from Ade's body slam. 


Despite her warning to be quiet, they both let out a shameless groan when Ade's cock sunk deep into 
Nathalie's pussy. 


"You like getting a good fucking, don't you?" he asked. 

"Uh-huh," she replied, tilting her hips up to meet his downward strokes. 

Pinning her down with his body weight, Ade clenched his ass muscles and pushed down hard into her pussy. 
When he started pumping her faster, his balls slapping against her ass, both Nathalie and the bed started to 


wobble from the force of his thrusts. 


"Oh yeah, give me that cock," Nathalie moaned, her dark hair spread out wildly over the white sheet. 


With his cock completely submerged in the tight warmth, Ade slowed his pace to grind into his wife's pussy, 


feeling her body tense under him and knowing that her orgasm was close. 
"Ohhh god, fuck, mmmmm," she cried, tossing her head back as her insides pulsed around Ade's dick. 


"Oh fuck me, I'm gonna come," he muttered against the smooth flesh of her shoulder. Pumping faster again, he 


sunk his teeth gently yet firmly into her neck. 


Still quivering from her climax, she continued squeezing his cock with her pussy, coaxing the cum out of him. 


"Come in me, babe.. yeah, do it.. give me that cum.’ 


"Ohhhh yeah, uuuhhhh." His eyes shut tight, Ade felt the thick pressure of cum gushing through his cock and 
erupting into Nathalie, each spurt pushed out by an indescribably pleasurable contraction. Her pussy pulled 


every last drop from him. 


It was the second time that day he'd blown a load, but he imagined that at least four quality squirts had just 
been deposited. 
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By now, Dave had completely abandoned himself to depraved self-indulgence, his hand moving up and down his 
swollen aching cock, twisting around his hard shaft and sliding over the head as he focused his ears on the 


sensual sounds from next door. 

Overcome by lust and pleasure, he wanted to moan out loud so badly, to shout obscenities, but he held back. 
Using all his self-control, his body trembling on the edge of orgasm, he squeezed the base of his dick between 
his fingers, trying to savor the moment just a few seconds longer, but it was too late. As cum started to 
surge into his cock, Dave jerked himself faster, surrendering to the sweet relief. 

"Unnghh," he gurgled in the dark bedroom. There was just enough moonlight for him to see the pearly white 
jets of cum pulsing out of the tip of his cock. The first three soared into oblivion, most likely landing 
somewhere on the bed. His body twitched uncontrollably as three days worth of cum pumped out over his 
fingers and his lap. A final spasm sent his head rolling back into the wall with a loud thud. 

There was a stirring next to him - the mattress creaked, the bedding rustled. 


"Dave, honey, what are you doing?" Tamar mumbled, half asleep. 
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"What was that noise?" Nathalie asked, putting her fingers over her mouth in unease. 


"Go to bed, Davey!" Ade called out. "Remember: Trout fishing tomorrow at zero-seven-hundred hours!" 


